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CHAFPTER XXX—Continued.

T.etting zo the hox John Glendonwyn
gtood up in astonishiment.

“Fut you are mot of the Kirk.” he orld,
“yan do not hae'd with us who have relin-
quished our communion?”

H said Anton

¢ U aquotl

Paul. ‘Circumcise!”

said Paul. And

1 e the furious wee

p that h him wi’ the lame leg.

= it be wi o amd me, minister!

g B nants or nocht!” savs I. ‘Speeritual

rude " L. ‘Rendder unto

Cacsar SAVS you ‘Plague the doit,” says

1. at ve! savs you, wi' your neives

up nd I wad be willin! But consider

gin Paul cam’ to Jerusalem, and thae deil’s

i o' temple officers were hard at his

t iina Peter tak’ him to yon doar he

kens sae weel, an’ let him into the seeret o

the¢ knock that brings out the yvoung lass

E } id he slip him

in, r A or cam’ to Dua-

m il Paul no gie him a lend o

h or a’ the bit difference that
i ween them——77

he no,” eried Babby Lockhart
il

I wull tell ye for why—the
bwen broken doon, hoop,
the weeht o' the leebrary

n haulin® up and doon in't,
: that ever were grown by
rpar, rivers Damarscus,
it for an hoar!™

¥ 1, disrezarding her in-

i

=and th

+
S 10

| €T, and w

gnant interruption, ““this is the message
fris v Maister that T hae gotten—no frae
Maister Habbleshaw o Benangower., but
frae a H Han, ing  doon, the
Lord b reddl vou,” said the Voice to
me late an AT ‘an’ offer to the minister
the shelter vour bit heose, It's no muckle,
Maister Glendonwan, but O yve are welcome
as the first green grass on the hills o spaw
to the yvowes. Come your wayvs up.
mi s graund caller alr on Bannan-
Eower, & it bournie to wash veursel” in wi’
poais 1 witd droon ve were ve as big .as
Sa 1 hi= weaver's beam. And heaps
O uns and catmeal for Baly T
ba 1 there's tne ¢ i
1 nd vour studyi
th ip to the verra
w arks tellin® ¥ i
Jar God wi' the is
h s up wi' me, | ;
Y . has wished yve wivl
a3 means he savs.
Andd ans
J h nd held out and the
wat CVES,
g 3! . 8 » and thoughtfu!
“wiil A n turn you aAw
T i . too my father,
¥ know what he has threatened! Why
should meddle in a quarrel which is not
3 r ow
ald man threw back his head with
the pestu L covenanter hefore the Star
[ mber
“that Abram FHab-
h o« ff the
1 his father
ambs at the
But 1
Abram
Ivis as he is,
ny man. His father
afor was @ rich man—and what he
hid n being’ blessed wi' the gettin'
hand, has mair nor doobled. He has led
f ! an’ as far as it may
1 withoot offense, the
' hills are his. Gin
31 vour father, wore
Lo 3 ool o Bennangower,
it 0 E 1l answer him as he
did Neils o Clatterinshaws. *Sir.” he
wad sayv, ‘1 will mak® youn an offer to tak’
Your hale estates at valuation! Bigger odds |
still that he wad just haud at him, wi® a
i o muckle braid eaths as coorse as
; Therefore, dinna think o
door shut=, anither will open
‘ I am a landly man, and ha

a guid wage for near on saxiy veuar.

fowk draw aboot v, and
«r manse biggit than the yin
for eonscience sake.”

1, Anton.” =aid John Glen-
hed to the heart. *“vou are
2 nd Hur for the uphold-
rrynlan  herd looked up
mistak’., will ve, sir, will
little anxiously., *“I and all
urs, as gin ye were son to

nans But when it comes
th morn 1 wull gang doon the
me ower the lang muir and up
s roads to the Kirk o' the Coay-
ausevend

» the flesh, T dinna like Mais-
weel as vou But, ve
about the Coavenants
th an’ the ceevil
things that—things
M than ve do
» Tyvke has a rough coat
tlR are as the breath
n that was bred to that

see,
r Brees
paving o
ate and

nae

Ci

Cass
liks

IR = aboot

my

way «ven frae uth up.”

*With that, h anything that con-
esrng the conscience, 1 think you will net
trd me meddle,” said John Glendonwyn
“Hut the fear in my heart 1s that there
Wil be but few in the parish who see as [
€. or who will desire that I should con-
t among them."

The «id man took a quick look over his
shoulder to see if Babby were still in the
o But she had disappeared to finish
her own preparations, having now the
prospect of a better “doonsittin’® ** (as she
ciilled ity than in “toon lodgings.” where
ali she wounld have to do would jest be to
f¢¢ that the landlady did not cheat her lad-
dic. or eat his butter hehind his back.

Hauppy landlady, sound ought to be vour
Evep in the town of Kilzour this night,
coisidering what yvon have eseaped!

be there's mair wi' ye than ve wad

think ir.,” he said, “iike a' things it juist
needs a beginnin®. And noo that ve are
to hae an abldin® place in the parish it-

&el” (sic as It is)
starnd by ve In
bath morning

Lord =hall

there's mony the vin will
the Quarry-hole on Sab-
Fear ve never that. The

rise up a folk for Him=«l'. and

the avld seed o the Coavenant and the
moss-hog be song among ither kirks
glso!™
It was in this way and with these adver-
tisimerts of weleome that John Glendon-
Wi wint to bide in the herd's house of
Arnion MeMillan, the Camerconian shepherd
of Bennangower And on the following
bath ¥, Judge ye with what feelings
endonwyn arose and went out to
™ upon the side of the mountain. Tt
riy. Farm and ecothouse and farm
Z lay there In the unbroken Sab-
quiet. The peenliar brocding stlence,

:#h and awe of 1t

at day affected John
nwyn keenly., His was the only foot,
#ave thuse of the black-faeed sheep, which
that thiy had trod the great solitudes his
evis wandered over, or seattered the morn-
Irg dew upon these purpling ridges.

So thought John Glendonwyn, but he was
There were two and perhaps three
astir and already in the ancient
Peots phrase, “compassing the throne of
yrace” for him. He had not gone far from
nie house when the sound of a volee speak-

g in the profound silence stayed and held
kim. It came out of a great bush of
keather and broom. as from an oratery.
The minister of Gower, today the minisicr

ady

ton will not woant But there |
i sle—and prood will his
welcome ¥e there, till |

\\} |

M

'flﬁ. sy TR

of Gower no more, stole up and listened.
It was the Cameronian elder who was
speaking.

“Thou with whem is all wisdom and di-
rection,” he was sayving, *“grant to the

yvoung man this day that he may speak Thy
word, without fear, in all simplieity, in the
love of it B¢ a muouth unto him and wis-
and raise up about him an hearing |

in this parish of Gower that needs
» =airly o

| necasion and

ped back., The Cameronian was

for him, but he had no right to

the words. They were not ad-

to his ear. Yet as he wended his

way up the little brown trickles of sheep
walks and brushed the dew frem the |

her divisionz. Adversity and not prosper-
ity hath made her great. High Kirk., Low
Kirk, Gidding Kirk, Broad Kirk, Psalm
Kirk, Hymn Kirk and even Laodican Para-
phrase Kirk, let them emulate each other
to good works and stimulate one another
to the best and least somnolent purpose.
What a dull fusionless place Scotland would
e without her religious rivalries and emu-
lations!

It was a striking s=ight which greeted
John that glorious June day, high-arched
and resplendent of sun. From every side
the people poured in—all making for the
village, only a slender sprinkling of the
utter bondsmen to Gregory Glendonwyn

to be seen making a contrary trickle in the
direction of the steepled knowe beside the
empty manse.

“They are come out to see what shall be
done,” gaid John; *“so much is well. But it
will not last—it cannot last!”

Nevertheless for that day his heart was |

sufficiently elate within him. For he
«.thought, At least I am not wholly alone
in this hour of my trial.”

The brief entry underneath is taken from
the diary of one who was present upon the
shows the effect produced by
the young minister's first appearance as a
field preacher:

“1 went to the Old Quarry Hole and found
a strange thing. Many of the country lads
and cotters from the farms had been cut-
ting ont and arranging seats, some on the
IIE_'{I‘f! !'l't"]{‘ sB0me Oon quarry stones I?X('-‘l\'i_lil-'ll
but abandoned, and still more on an ampi-

and a few staunch pillars of Kirk and state-

=

mony¥ when he heard his son had obtained
a site for his church in the village of Gower
itself—no other, indeed, than that house and
garden which he, Gregory Glendonwyn, had
bestowed upon theé faithful Babby Lock-
hart and her heirs for her care and dili-
gence in rearing this ungrateful son.

It was Factor Halliday who brought the
news to his master, and he had entered ex-
pecting to provoke a great outbreak of furi-
ous anger. None, however, came, which
disappointed him. Gregory Glendonwyn =at
with a gray set face thinking, and the
factor had perforce to slip out with no
news to earry either to the servants® hall,
or to the higher vehmegerecht of the head
gardeéner, the head gamekeeper and the
chief forester of the estates, the vassals
and vavasours of the feudality of Gower.

Now to such a pass had this hatred come
that the matter of Gregory Glendonwyn's
thinking was frightful even to himself.

“No—" he was repeating over and over to
himeself, “not if I disown him—not If I am
compelled to use against him the last
weapon in my power, shall a penny of my
money, a penny of my wife's money be
spent on defyving me, brow-beating me in
the face of my own people. T awill show him
whut it is to thwart his father, to join him-
sell with beggarly showmen and politieal
mountebanks. He has given up the stipend
of his parish. He can have little from the
company of searecrows and beggars who
will dare to favor him in Gower. For the
rest—1 will keep him from ever giotting a

penny out of the Gower estates. He

THE REBELLION HAD COME VERY NEAR HIS THRONE.

hracken-hourochs,
F

he felt
reshed and strengthencd,

“The praver of a righteous man avalleth
mueh,’” g0 ran his meditat And how
much more would he have been aided had
krnown that down on the edges of the
wils opposite Kilgour, near that shining
white speck to which his eves turned =o
fit apparently smokeless and life-

2111
Glhier =Ll

infinitely re-

.

Wi

: the morning =un, there was a girl
who had slipped out of a shut and dark-
ened he « to breathe the morning air, to
watch and to pray.

“God bless John today. T wish 1T were

him. Plea=e make
Kicg of him."™

ul Fairlle Glendinning, whe had praved
these words almest unconsciously, looked
lingeringly up at the side of Bennangower.
For she had news of John's removal thith-
h her face still in that direction
she pulled a white rose from the little tree
by her bower. and, first kissing It, she
threw it as far as she could over the tall
beech hedge in the direction of the white
speck among the heather of the hillside.

Also at the window of a certain room in
are, white-walled manse on the oppo-
- side of the river there was standing a
. White-rabed tigure,

The windew was open, and sweet alrs
were stealing in acrossethe waters off the
wreat wastes of heather. There was a
whaup flying over the town, uttering his
wild cry, but =o early is it that there is no
noise in the Sabbath-quiet streets to seare
him back to his airy domiclle. Veronica
Caesar looked aroumd. Two of her s
and a Httle brother were asleep in the
room. Bhe looked out again, sighed, shook
her head, and, murmuring, “No—no—I Kknow
it c¢an be!™ she

him feel that T am™

never turned and went
quietly about the house, layving aside the
worn week-day clothes, and looking out
those which are donned frezh znd fresh

every Babbath morning—un.form,
of the Caesarian legionaries,

Then she smiled, though
EVEE WeTe wWet.

*“This is what I was meant for, evidently.”
£he said, and brushed harder at the
toms of Henry's trousers, which bore
=talns of muddy ways and carei fect.

Which, in its way, was a prayer every bit
as good as the other two. for if self-sacri-
fice be not the matter and essenee of
prayer, it is one of the strong pinions that
lift it heavenward.

CHAPTER XXXII.
Nec Tamen Cousumebatur.

That was a strange Sabbath day in Scot-
land when in four hundred and seventy pul-
pits there was either s'lence and emptiness
or the volee of a stranger—nothing like it
since the “Drucken’ parliament of tae re-
stored Charles stilled the kirk services over
all the south and west, and set the hoather
on tire with those field-preachings wnich in
time were to bring down the mighty from
their seats.

The disruption was accomplished. The
ministers had done their part-—-wouid the
peaple follow them, or, like the Kirk jick-
daws, “bide by the waa's?’ It was a day
of testing.

Breakfast at the Herd's House of Ben-
nangower was a silent meal that morning.
John Glendonwyn was thinking of his first
service as a minister outside the KWirk of
Scotland., The Cameronian elder, having
done the thing which alone was in his powsrp
to do, was siient out of syvmpathy- a very
fine gentleman was this herd of Bennan-
Buwer.

At last the hour hand of the great eight-
day clock approached 11, and t would tuke
the better part of an hour to reach the
Quarry Hole in front of the village of
GGower where the service was*to he heid.
The Cumeronian and the self-outed niin-
ister walked still and silent together until
they reached the little stile where the road
down to the quarry separated from the
track which wimpled onwards through the
heather toward the town of Kilgour.

There John and the elder shook hands
and looked a moment in each other's eyes—
the look which meant. “Good speed. Go
thy way—a good way, though not mine!*

And so do men differ with good and com-
mendable differences about religion through-
out Scotland. Men do not differ about that
to which they are indifferent. Let the blue
banner wave and the bush burn yet uncon-
sumed and St. Andrew with his crozler be
set on high and half-a-dozen steeples be
seen in every village athwart the land! Let
men argue and brother turn his back upon
brother on the Sabbath morn, each travel-
ing to his own particular Zion to hear the
gospel preached according to his desire and
conscience. If the hlves are healthy, let
there be more and more. Good and not evil

in fuct,
somehow  her

Lot

the

theater of turf in front of which the preach-
ing Lox had been set up

aonto Hx) persans present, some doubitless
drawn from curiosity from Kilgour and
other neighboring parishes, but most of
them tenants and eottiers on the Gower
estates. for whom it ls said no little that

tiney should be present on an oceasion which
they knew might affect their livelihood

At lust the voung minister, Mr. John Glen-
donwyn, was seen approaching over the
hill.  He looked tall and slim, blue of eye
and pale of face—more like a student than
one who, after being a placed minister of
the Kirk of Scotland in one of her hest
parishes, had made himself separate from
his own Kkith and kin and damaged his pros-
pects, so far, at least, as these were In the
power of his father to hurt or to help.

The first psalm had just been given out,
and while the people were singing 1 saw a
great many people turn round, and some
few put up their plaids and shawlis about
thelr heads as if they did not wish to he
recognized. But the elders and those who
had taken a prominent part with the voung
minister stood boldly bareheaded beside
him, singing to the tune *“French’’ the
psalm which beging, I to the hills will lift
my aid, from whence doth come mine aid.”
Presently 1 heard a carriage drive up and
stop. Then as soon as the singing of the
psalm was over, | saw Mr., Glendonwyn
pushing a way through the throng, which
made way for him readily. There was a
little  broad-bodied  lawyer-looking man
with him, but it was Mr. Glendonwyn, who
appeared most kKeen upon the business.

**By what right do you hold this meet-
ing in this place?” he called cut in a loud
volee as he came near the preaching bhox.

“Then the voung minister lonked calmly
down, and answered with a great quict
that won the respect of all: ‘Sir, we are
advised that the place is publie, It has not
been fenced for forty vears, nor have the
quarry stones been worked within the
memory of man. We believe that we have
a right te worship here according to our
consciences.’

“*Then vou belleve a lle, which will be
nothing new to vou!" erled Mr. Glendon-
wyn, lifting his hand threateningly, as if
he would have smitten his son to the
ground: ‘but we will soon show vou. My
friend here has an interdict which will set-
tle that matter.’ :

** *8ir," said the minlster, gravely, ‘this Is
the Lord's day morning, and no time for
the service of any legal document. Tomor-
row I and my office bearers will be at the
gentleman’s service.’

“Then he lifted up his hands and said,
very reverently. ‘Let us pray.'

“At which Mr. Glendonwyn turned and
stamped his way back through the con-
course in a great and high anger. declaring
in the hearing of all that he would cast his
son off forever, and that he would live to
repent  that day’s work — with  other
speeches which I need not set down here.

Mr. John's serthon that day was on the
text, “The Lord Hath Done Great Things
for Us, of Which We Are Glad."” And he
gpoke with much fervor of the reformatien
of John Knox, of the intrusion of bishops,
of the high days of presbytery, of the
twenty-five years' persecution and of the
long deadness of prosperity which followed.
I cannot mind all he said, but at the last,
when near his concluding, he had this en-
largement of the spirit. Speaking of the
sacrifices which might vet be required, he
said: “There are many things agalnst us—
many strong things and many powerful
men. But there Is one thing which may
encourage us—when we that are on the
earth shall depart and the gate of the eter-
nal looms before us—though the portals be
high as the heavens, we shall find the gate
itself small and mean and low, while over
its lintels shall be written in letters of gold
the words, "As a Little Child.” "

“A word which many took as an answer
to the reflections which had been so freely
made upon Mr. John that he should have
get himself up to be wiser than Dr. Caesar
and Mr. Aibling and his own father, being,
as it were, a young man and but a child
in the service of the Kirk."

Meantime in his tower of gray stone high
over the sea-edge Gregory Glendonwyn sat,
eating his heart out with anger for the dis-
appointment of his hopes, but with the open
defiance of his surviving son for the last
bitter drop In his cup. He had no longer
any fear of him. The papers which John
had signed g0 has.ily had been sufficient to
enable Gregory Glendonwyn to procure the
sum requisite for his immediate needs and
to cover Rupert's defalcations. It did not
matter to him that John was left abso-
lutely penniless. Indeed, that rather added
the bitter stimulant of merited punishment
) to his paternal meditationg.

has come to the Kirk of Scotland through |

His feelings increased in force and acri-

' signed away his own property and inherit-

1

“There were, so far as I could see, near | from Gower.

‘dwelling. They had been suborned by his

ance like a fool. Hut I will hound
I will cast him off as 5 son.
And by heaven and Him who dwells there,
I will take the inheritance he Is sure of, out
of his hand. I can and will!”’

And Gregory Glendonwyn being a man of
action rose up at once and proceeded to
carry out his threat.

For a great idea had occurred to him. a
thought at once so striking and far-reach-
ing, yet 80 mortifyving to his own pride,
that only the desperate hatred which he
had been eultivating against his son In his
heart could have brought him even to con-
sider it.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
The Snarl of the Gray Wolf.
These amiable thoughts with regard to
his son caused Gregory Glendonwyn  to

make up his mind to pay a visit of some
importance to the story—one to which he
himsclf looked forward with no great an-
ticipationz of pleasure. Indeed =o little did
he desire to make it for its own sake that
he opened his mind that night to a certain
Mr. Christopher Ingalls (of Sharp, Smart
and Ingalls, W. 8. of Edinburgh), who
was staving with him at the castle. Mr.
Ingalls had recently made himself exceed-
ingly useful to Mr. Glendonwyn—in fact,
ever since Mr. MceCrosty had declined to
have anything to do with Gregory’'s irregu-
lar and unlawful intromissions with his
vounger son's maternal inheritance.

He it was who obtained and served the
interdiet shutting the quarry to the newly
formed Free Presbyterlan congregation,
end driven them triumphantly forth to
worship on the roadside, where next Sab-
bath he Inténded to have half a doen coun-
ty officers on hand with instructions to
keep them moving. Mr. Ingalls had also
gained much favor with his principal by
dizcovering a flaw in the deed by which
Mr. Glendonwyn had handed over the cot-
toge and garden to Babby Lockhart. At
least the litigation (and Mr. Glendonwyn
meant to ecarry it to the bitter end, to the
house of lords if necessaryv) would take
several years, and he anticipated more
money than a struggling country congrega-
tion could afford to spend on the matter.

It was an interview he had with Dun-
can Grierson, however, which finally de-
cided him to proceed to extremities with,
hiz son, and to take the desperate resolu-
tion which he was now, in company with
Mr. Ingalils, about to put into execution.

Duncan had ecome up on the Sabbath
morning after breakfast and requested on
his ¢wn behalf and on the part of a certain
number of the upper servants of the
Housze of Gower, an Interview with their
master. )

“What 1z It Grierson?" Mr. Glendonwyn
cried looking up testily. *“This Is Sunday
and I have much on my mind today."”

It was the morning of the service In the
Old Quarry Hole.

“S80 have we, sir,” 30 have we!" sald
Grierson, and without further preliminary
he opened the door and ushered in Banner-
man, the head gardener; Cuthbertson, the
forester; Mrs. Malr, the housekeeper, and
two of the upper: house servants to the
presence of the master of Castle Gower.

J“This is most unseemly and untimeous,’
szld Gregory Glendonwyn. *“But speak
cut. Let me hear.what you have to say!
Have you any complaints to make?”

“Sir,”" sald Duncan Grilerson, “being the
oldest servant In the castle, as well as on
the estates, I am asked to speak for those
others who are here. 8Sir, we have had
our disputings in publie, our searchings of
heart in private, with regard to matters of
religion, and we have come to ask your per-
mission to attend the services of the Free
Presbyterian Kirk of Scotland In this par-
ish, upon such days as we have had here-
tofore our ordinary liberty of attendance
upon ordinances. We do not think that it
is a matter which ought to come between
master and servant, but we have been long
with you—serving you, as far as in us lies,
faithfully. and we would not do anything
secret or (as It were) underhand with you!”

Dumb stricken sat Gregory Glendonwyn.
The rebellion come very near his
throne. For a4 moment he could not an-
swer, because of the furious anger which
swelled in his breast.

Then the tempest broke forth in its full
frenzy.

That day and hour they should leave his

son, one who rejoiced in stirring up strife,
‘who set the most sacred obligations at defi-

has |

ance, caring for nothing except his own
vainglory. He, Gregory Glendonwyn, would
pay them their wages and they should go.

Then it was tnat Duncan Gierson bowed
himself before his master with the cere-
mony of an orlental, and after that prompt-
Iy erected himself and looked the laird of
Gower in the face with the spirit of a Scot-
tish free man.

“No, Mr. Glendonwyn,”” he =aid, “not
like stranger dogs will we be driven from
the doors we have entered so long. We
are all good servants, with our charavters
to look to, and these men have wives and
families, which, 1 thank God, I have not.
We will serve you faithfuily to the limits®
of our notices—1 myself for a month and
the others for six months, according to
their agreements. During that time we will
abstain from any declaration of our senti-
ments and from attendance on ordinances
according to the way that our consciences
approve—""

“Your consclence, Grierson.” sneered his
master, “of a truth it must have bheen
g;owi_x_tg in tenderness during these last

VS,

The old man bowed his head.

“I thank God I have tried to make
amends for some of the ill 1 have done.”
he said. *“Yeu have a right to cast that up
to me, sir. But at least my future shall not
copy my past. I have learned so much
from Mr. John."

“Silence!” shouted Mr. Glendonwyn. *If
You name that name in this house I will
knock vou down—ave, if you could clainy
a hundred years' service instead of fifty.
And as for the rest of you, I will deal with
You tomorrow morning—that is, I and Mr.
Ingalls. You shall have liberty, all the lib-
erty you like, to exercise wvaour religious
duties according to yvour consciences. But
if T get my way you shall have some way
to travel in order to do it. You can go.”

All which things and many others, slight
but infinitely galling to a proud and arbi-
trary man, worked like fire in the veins of
Gregory Glendonwyn. He would once for
all make an end of hls son. As a means
to an end he set out with his new friend
and man of business, Mr. Christopher In-
galls, to eall upon David Glendinning and
his danghters,

Little was said by the way. Mr. Glendon-
wyn was full of his intention, and as for
Mr. Ingalls, he was engaged in estimatings
what this new connection would be worth
to his tirm—enough, he thought, being a
pushing man, to buy out Sharp & Smart,
wio were both oldish men, and would bLe
content to retire to one of these estates of
a few thousand country acres each, of
which there were so many just now in the
market—and especially In the hands of
such elever practitioners as Mossrs. Sharp,
Smart & Ingalls. Writers to the Signet.

So in the dark sifted a light of a June
forenoon when the clouds were like a semi-
globe of ground glass, these two gentlemen
walked up to the blue double leaf of Davil
Glendinning’s dgor, and the taller of them

.

with the knob of his cane. It had a gold
knob, and was fully as well known in the |
parish as the owner h'mself.

The Flower Cot was gay and trilliant as
ever with geranfums and slipper-wort of |
strange, uncanny shapes, speckled and |
ring-straked like tropic fruits. The air was
delicate with Ilae, white and purple. and
Fuairlie’s white roses clambered over ail. |

“A sweet place,” said the lawyer,looking |
about him—"yours, of course, Mr. Glendon- |
wyn?" |

But the master of Gower Castle did not |
reply to the Ill-omened query. He was
looking rather anxiously ibout. He kneek-
ed the second time, without receiving any
answer. Did the Glendinnings mean to
deny themselves to him? Or—worst of all

for his present purpose—had they earried
out his own former directions and gone
away? !

But no—at the third application of the |

gold Knob to the blistered panel there came
forth from a low door, variously streaked
in blue and orange and =carlit. a tall wan
with gray locks of hair aboaut his face,
which escaped oddly enouzn from under-
neath the flat paper cap he wors, and the

strangest eves, leoking out from under
shaggy brows, which were In their turn
subject to the strangest twi‘chinzs, This

gaunt figure, hollow of cheek and flery of
eye, moved quickly alorg t1l the bony
arms and multi-scarred hands, the shoul- |
iers slightly stooped and the threats :'.]ngi
militant countenance were interposc1 be-
tween Gregory Glendonswyn and the ereep-
er-hung door of the Flower Cot at which
he had been knocking.

“You are Mr. David Glendinn'ng?"' raid
Gregory Glendonwyn, lifting his hat po-
litely.

“1 am!" replied the threatening figure, |

with grim
salutation,
"*Then, Mr. Glendinning,”” said his visitor,

brevity, without returning the |

him !

nowise abuashed, I 2m eome to have an
important interview with you g

“T desire none!” quotn Dawvid, with a
snap of determined jaw, like tiie gray wolf,
#fter which he was nam+1, when he grips
a thigh bone

*I trust 1T shall e able to satisfy yon that

what 1 ask is for your good,”” Fanl Mr.
Glendonwyn, “and, I may add, for the
benefit of those belonglng to you”

“l ken of no possible benefit that T or

mine could be glad to receive from you or
vours, Gregory Glendonwyn,” answered the
jeiner of Boateroft, “save that ye should |
gang oot through that vett and never set |
foot on my doorstep again” !

“But,”” persisted Mr. Glendonwyn, snave-
Iy, it 1= a matter which ecuecerns not only
yvou, but your children and children's chil-
dren—indeed, all who come after you!”

A sudden access of fury secized the old
man. He lifted a small, vicihus-headed
American ax which was standing by the
side of the wall
“Gin ve do not tell me by what right ve
speak of my children’s childzon.”” he shout-
ed, “by the Lord that on high, I wiil
cleave yvou to the breast-hane!™

Singularly devoid of coirtesy was th's
grim 0Oid Gray Wolf.

“(oncerning that 1 can satisfy vou to the
full,”! said Gregory Glendonwyn, who, on
his part, certainly did not lack his share of
the family courage, for he never hienched
at the near gleam of that threatening edge
or at the swelling muscles of that mighty
arm. “‘Permit me to speak with you apart
for half an hour only. This is myv legal
adviser, Mr. Christopher Ingalls of Edin-
burgh. He will tell you that the matter
is both urgent and private.”

“1 have nothing that needs tn be held
private with you or with any of your race,”
gaid David, “nor shall ye enter my hoose
while there 1s breath o life in my body.
But yonder i& the woodshed—if ve choose
to pass in. T will not prevent ye."

“I thank you,” said Gregory, gravely, go-
ing on before. Mr. Christopher Ingalls,
whose apprenticeship to the law had not
ineluded precedents for dealing with Inter-
dicts in the shape of American axes, fol-
lowed him, not a little bewindered.

“Now speak wvour mind, and be brief”
qunth Ddavid. And standing thus, the ax
handle still in his hand and the head gleam-
ing up from a great block of chipped and
dinted hard wood, the Old Gray Wolf looked
the very type of an executioner waiting to
do his office.

“gir.”" sald the Laird of Gower, whom
no display of force could either daunt or
deflect from his purpose. “1I have come to
Invite my late son's wife and his Infant son
to take their due positions in my house,
and to he acknowledged before all men as
their position befits, and as I am willing
and anxious to receive them.”

For a moment David Glendinning stood,
a3z it had been. etricken dumb with the
surprise of the words. He had been ready
to resent insult, and now, so far as his
house's enemy knew how to do it, honor
wasg done to him and his.

It was some time before the Old Gray
Wolf spoke. He stood like a statue carved
In vellow ivory, all, that is. save the great
bushy gray eyebrows, which kept working
strangely, like mercury *“‘pumping’ before
a storm.

And still Gregory Glendonwyn was not
warned, though (as it were) all the four
storm-cones were being hoisted at once.
Then suddenly it came. The old earpenter
of Boatcroft extended his” arm like some
gaunt semaphore.

“Go!” he cried, “there lles your way!
Marriage—I ken naught of any marriage.
I ken of no daughter of mine that is a wife
tn a son of yours. If T did T would brain
them and thelr offspring with this ax. T
will have no dealings with you or yours.
Go—while by God's grace I can restrain
myself—go!”

“8Sir,” sald Gregory Glendonwyn, *“this
{s not a matter for anger or dispute. It is
a matter of right and justice. Your daugh-
ter Catherine 1s my late son’s wife. That
they were married admits of no doubt,
though once, I own, -I doubted it.
I have the names of the witnesses. It is
equally certain that the child born upon
the island was—nay, is, the heir to the es-
tates of Gower.”

With a volce more doggedly grave than
ever David Glendinning replied.

“I ken nothing of heirs and marriages.
I acknowledge none. 1 scorn you and your
name, your lands and your heirships. I
wculd rather that my daughter should live
and dle shamed, than that she should bear,
even by commen repute, the name of a
dzstard and a coward, a ravisher of daugh-
ters from their father's hearth, a traitor
to the woman that trusted him and to the
love he profesged—!"

“(To be continued.)

knocked firmly and determinediv thercon |

| if they tech that voodoo money.”

AV

That None Would Touch.

CALAMITY FOLLOWS

FIRST CROPS FAILED, THEN CAME
A HURRICANE.

The Wonderful Twin Craters of La
Soufriere in a Land of

Beauty.

Written for The Evening Star.
“1 all tol’ "em they be sure nuf goner
The old

robed hills of cane; its houses gayviy fres-
coed; in bright blues and reds, with here
and there a dash of yvellow, reminding you
of Norway villages. The heavy-laden sugar
casks gruntling over the cobbled roads, the
quick clicking of tiny donkeys’ hoofs draw-
ing enormous loads®f green cane, the hum
and clatter of the market place; all these
he remembered well. The hills were but
naked skeletons of those he remembered;
gaunt, gray ribs of rock protruding through
bare red soil; lying naked and ashamed in
the glare of the sunshine, stripped utterly
of their emerald robes, not 30 much as a
palm growing since the day of the *“hig
wind.”

Farther back the higher hills still lay
green and beautiful, but for miles around
the town the voodoo curse, indeed, lawv
heavy on the land. And the town itself!’
The pitiless tropic rain had washed the
gay-hued houses to a dingy grayv—here and
there a patch of color clinging like rouge
upon a corpse.

Gloomy Kingstown.

Bhutterless and empty many a house
stared as with the sightless eyves of the
dead out on the deserted bay, green fungus,
like grave mold, spreading over them.

The long pier tottered on Its rotting plles,
geeming scarce able to support the welght
of the handful of listless negroes that
ficcked out to see the mall boat anchor—
now grown to be an event not to be missed.
Ashore the ruin was more apparent. Only
the police station, which, next to the jail,
was always the finest building, maintained
a certain emartness, covering its crumbling
walls with whitewash, as the proud old sol-
dier carefully inks his ragged buttonholes.

In the streets, rutted and gullled by many
a rainy season, the green grass grew almost
unchecked. Down Middle street, as the main
thoroughfare is called, the dust of years
had gathered on the narrow little shop win-
dows—making their dim interiors gloomy
beyvond description.

The unusual sound of footsteps brought
each merchant eagerly to the door, only to
gaze gloomily at our retreating backs. A
crowd of eager darky boys flocked around
us, begging shrilly for a penny. But saddest
sight of all was the old market place, the
heart and center of every West Indian town,
where, be it only to talk gloomily of ruin,
gathers what life the place possesses. Bu®
in 8t. Vincent only a few withered crones
sat mumbling to themselves for lack of
company—a handful of charcoal, a few
vams, a shriveled bite of sickly fruit, such
were the contents of their baskets. Of cus-
tomers, at least while we were there, no
sign! BSaddened beyond expresslon by these
signs of ruin that filled the little town of
pleasant memories, we set out for the jour-
ney up Starting up the road

EKINGSTON, ST. VINCENT.

0000 CURSE

The Wealth of a Priestess |
|

v botan-

back of the town, we passed the fin

feal gardens, a green oasis a barren
lnnd; higher up, the road led o the back-
bone of the central ridge Mere, for the
firet time, we conld see the easlsrn side,
windward
The Last of the Caribs.
In startling contrast to the hills around

Kingstown, «vervthing was green and beau-

tiful. This was the old Carib country, given
to the pltiful remnant that survived the
countless massacres of theilr fellows, and
promptly taken away again as soon as the
district was found to conta:n the most fer-
tile land on the island

Po Caribs!  One ~ nd  most
valo g of all Inddan th ¥ -
Lives 1o Fresisl Suecess the Span.anis’
Crusn e, now, yuriler nd by
st m iy w.th the
negre, reduced to fragment I &4
oo

: seventy of pur bload hiding ke
wild animals in the deep woods of 1homi
nica, none of pure blood left in 8t. Vineent

it iy of mixed type even—now, doul-
less, t any at all; fur they Hy the
northern ccast, tocay a mass of glowing
lava. Truly this la=t dizastor would seem
to be your long delayved reveng had nat
you yourscives been the chief suffer Y

Down 1o the coast, past the mineral spring
in Arnos Vale, back again to Richmond—
in and out, up and down ambles the road to

5 Jed 2 M e A eant. ¢ the sven- | Soufriere, growing more aml mors
In--g.rn gat slowly spelling out of the ey ‘.1 at every eteh. the clowd wap vn &t
| Ing paper the latest meager news of ..1-- giving it & false loftiness of axpect
disaster on St. Vineent Island, his old Soon the real climb began, the path grow
1 1 r e 1 1 14 v
home, Scarce a negro in the West Indies | Ing steadily ]w-;rul. \‘t M |l W Fndian
2 orses could oclimb vl mlian n nmiain
but Is saying the same thing today. :_' t'l 'II'T“ T \.f,lr‘. ¢ shisdders
Waxing ever faiter. uglicr and 1 h.lf" r”: 1t the impossible asceonts, the stiraig! lvwne-
many vears there llved just outside of | -9 plunges into loose stunes everywhers,
Kingstown, on 8t. Vincent, the high the road most likely clingng 1o a ":"I_'
pricstess of the wvoodoo worshipers. | ¢liff, while It 1m ".'ir addie wyou :..I I I;
: 1 . . = = all =traigh lown beside » o | r Nt BL L
Thither by stealth came negroes from RIEL bt But by aind by w0 o y your
| over the West Indies—came, also. they tell | 0 . EUmBIstic powers sets i and soon
vou., white planters seeking charms and vou are urging him to nter down places
lucky epells. There were stlll others who | where you would have dismounte I;‘l-.:
T ficita - SRS e 14t walked an h ol LT £ 3 Sometimoes b e
landed quietly by night and l»f-r- away lit us. but more often ahead, trudgsd the nogro
| tle phials of slow-working poison, or, per- guides bearing bundies of ool weght upon
haps, merely innocent-looking splinters, | (heir heads. The feats they perform are
s, i a7 s v mil L
whose slightest scratch meant death; then, | wonderful. They maks forty, fifiy ..-;.. F
3 . e Ao i+ Tk iz <P
presently, the papers would record the | day. up and d \-1‘.‘“- :1 'i"."‘ ‘ ol
z nes r ing a hundres Joes i
sudden end of some harsh overseer “from "{I:]r i“-‘ " _'l‘ horses can Keog » with
fever.” The hand of the law never fell them. thelr muscles seeming to be made of
upon her—it is not pleasant to execule jus- R
tice when _\"1.1_!\:I|n\\' t_l..:t tomorrow ?1_.--:.11- A Wonderful Journey.
| ing's coffee will be filled with powdered i - -
glass—and in good time she died, her spirit Bea ul LBevond words ls this path up
carried up :-kll.lf:‘f--rt_- by Zombi, g0 they say, | qaufrt —a Jungle of marvelous green foll-
and there dumped In, age stedded with gorgeous flowers, passing
Cursed Voodoo Wealth. through the primeval trople forest, where
Much wealth she left, for her “magic” | the huge trees so knit themseives Togs .L;I g
was always of the most expensive kind as 1o st successfully the fary : ._-Ia
Many a poor devil ruined himself to meet | hurricane. I sunli . :1. it r. b
| her extortions. But, strange to say, no ;’-""'-FI'T““""I'_“"“ 1']'1”““_'": Il i
! : Ong. SNAK e Alhes i .
heirs appeared to claim it. It W:l:-'l voodoo, ““lh of emeraid clouds 1o the ined
| and rot an African on earth would touch | 4 pundred feet  below Owrchids  and
it curious parasites cling to the massive s ‘-n
So finally the government of St. Vincent l of the trees and fll the O 1‘i L. INEIELY
stepped in where others feared to tread | Iimbh. Humming ?'Il'h‘l-lk" !--'--"--:-‘" :'_-‘:
and cinfiscated it Now, voodoo or no | ored fire .1,:r1 .\-:-.r-.ul_l'.-r.- ‘[}“.f._-l “."I;.'\j
voodoo, it certainly is true that from that | flles, scarcely less i-l._,.:.lll ap_wio i
day the already tottering fortunes of St. | back and rth Iuiih _;.--w----.:-. wing: ’
Vincent hastened swiftly to their fall. The l large as seemingly to impede l,.-:f .';}:‘--k
negroes emigrated to Barbados, to the ﬁt:'.mx:.n.:-:- ] .._m :u,.- .!i l-h‘I.-.n.;. l-n
states, to anywhere away from t! : :I\..- sti == I..» ".\‘:“ ’.' .III-I -” ,'.. ' -Iilz.” i*
Sugar fell in price slowly but sure chuckling T!I“t mlu; a .|.‘..-- Eree: .!.‘, de
= g ntte - * - g from inder ne LArEes nuols, 10
sugar was St Vincent's mainstay. i 1 : k- ol Mo 45
root. the next crop of importhnce, fell also ind _peer with bright .|1 s " Sl -
Desperate measures were taken to remedy II:_'I' int ".1 ’.\!.Ill. ;:-v‘[l-‘ oo !l‘-!]
matiers; whole estates were condemned and | wild !-""1-'1- Lhe IJ--1|li— .'I:, SR ity
cut up into little parcels to be divided | 70 h earth, g J.T'i.‘j!- II.-»l. b._‘.:. 1 .\“- e
amongst the negroes, The only result was ‘-‘!\_"'1'_} i I -I-'a[— 1': TR '-"11:]Iq
anger those whose estates has I,-nr--.:;-l"-' Pt B et e i
:illitg;?'i‘-dl those whose estates had bee tnilck as young palme, spread i1 their
SN M 3 :
y : green lacework fifty feet abwwve vour head,
Ruin on Ruin. It is all so beautiful, a real «r anted
Then came the awful hurricane of 189S: | fairviand! Dryvads and the great god Pan
400 lives were lost in the Island and every hum-'vilkln-u-u'ﬂ-- realities ‘l;.-}..-r-l \. h :e.‘:
> e 2 1 yvou look to see a startled faun. Alas, all
e g totalls ined 0se W in= § o0 8 _ -
crop was totally ruined. Those whn | this is naught but molten lava stream hy
gered after that did so merely because | oo
they had to. Such was the state of things And Then—La Soufriere!
when the writer landed at Kingstown a Gradually the trees grow more stunted,
few weeks ago. Most pleasant were his | the tender tree ferns lie behind, the har-
{EL"L-“\-‘(.‘T-I‘{‘I‘I-S “ir'hll-‘ﬂ 1?]'.;{-11\16.' l‘:! lilm‘ﬂr(::];!r.n‘,- dier ferns take the place of the exati un=-
hbrance of a visit any yes ast.  Oni) EEETEI ) =SE e SRR
fifteen, miles long by eleven broad, the 1 : dt.lrgr- urn_. and at last—the « rd!-l'l of Son
green islet was saved from insignificance friere. It is two craters in reality, for in
by the rugged grandeur of Soufriere, the | that great eruption of 1812, when he shook
evil-named, evil-reputationed old voleano | half the world with the fury of his wratn,
at the northern end. Although but R.000 | 5 new vent opencd beside the old outlet,
feet high—it lost 1,000 1:5-{-1 or s0 in altl- | genarated by a mnarrow  lodge of Jagged
tude in its outhreak of '.iul-‘"'—-_\'f'l_l.lF I‘:ll!.‘}‘."_ll rock.
cone towered with a wrtainﬂmmh:_\' maj- Quite impossible of deseription i1s this
esty. a beauty “la diabole,” against the | twin crater of Soufricre. The old mouth, a
clear tropic sky. mile across and seven hundred feet deep,
From Soufriere to Mount St. Andrews,near | jined with hardy ferns that darcd to creep
the southern end. a jagged chain of lesser | gown to the edge of the uncanuy lake of
peaks divides the western from the easteri | milk-white water that., when we saw it,
side. So riven hy chasms, g0 steep arc | was commencing already to bubble un: asiy
their sides, that a long road ruu:_n! the | with sulphurous gases, bleaching the fole
shore was the only practical eonnection be- | juge all around the edge.
tween the pretiy little village of Belaid The new outiet was far less imposng—a
half way down the western side and the | tiny, black, unfathomod pool at T
larger village of Georgetown just across. | tom like some devil's inkstand. T -
At the southwestern end lay—so the writer | of hoth craters wire jagged seamed
remembered it—the flourlshing town of | with old scars: the rocks and Lure places
Kingstown, bearing no little resemblance to | were colored to uncanny hues 0y Hising
St. Pierre in its surroundings of green- | gases: while most Impressive of wll, the

cloud mists whirled and tossed, and
out to vanish in the sunshine.
Standing on the crater's rim the little
island seemed like a tiny emerald foating
on a vast blue sea. Nestling alng the
mountain’s flanks were coantless IHtile
houges. Faraway atthe south end lay Kings-
town. Here Ober hunted with the tireless
patience of the naturalist the mysterious
Soufriere bird, never seen before by man,
though often heard. With what joyv mus:
he have packed the first known specimen
away in its protecting lttle paper «

Baking Cassava Cakes.

loated

ne

The cave in the crater's rim where ha
spent a week was pointed out. With much
reluctance we descended a still steeper

path to the northern coast. Here most of
the Carib half-breeds, some 200 in number,
lived. It seemed a general baking day, for
all were busy making cassava cakes. Most
interesting was the process, The cassava
root, not unlike our own potate, contains a
juvice which is a deady poison. 8o first the
tubers are grated fine, and then a cunning-
Iy woven tube of elastic basket-work, made
on the principle of the little finger traps fa-
miliar to our childhood, is filled. One end
is suspended, while from the other welghts
are hung. As the basket stretches out the
Juice s forced from the cassava through
the open meshes. In the old days this juice
was saved to polson arrow tips. Now it is
carefully thrown where it can do no harm.

The still moist pulp next is dried thor-
oughly and then rolled into pancakes some
two feet wide and thin as paper, which
are baked on heated stones, or, if the family
is well to do, on fron plates. One old wo-
man, hideous beyond belief, her straight
black hair hanging in tangied mass=es round
her, complained bitterly because, forsooth,
the cakes were rolled and there were mo
hot stones.

Ah! Had she but known! Soon hot
stones were to rain, as If from heaven, on
her, crushing her poor old body into even

re hideous form. Soon the soft white
ashes were to fail like a winding sheet on
everything, burying forever beneath it the
last hopes of a brighter day for the island
cursed with the voodoo spell.

Bweet Syrupathy.
From the Philadelplia Press.

Mrs. Youngwed—"Yes, Mr. Younewed
didn’t feel at all well this morning, so I
just made him stay home from the office.

Mrs. Naybor—"Indeed! T motice all your |
carpets are up, and your back shed's
painted and—""

Mrs. Youngwed—"Yes: I got Mr. Young-
z‘e:“to do all that while he was home to-




